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MN H E Author of this little Piece having already 
thought it incumbent on him, to explain, 
& in the public Paper, his Motives for writ- 
ing it, and the Reaſons, why it did not make it's Ap- 
pearance on the Stage at that time, he preſumes 
a Repetition of thoſe will be the moſt proper Preface 
to it here. 8 8 wy 


j ; 


The elegant Simplicity of the Old Ballad (which has 
been juſtly remarked by many writers of allowed Taſte) 
had often induced me to wiſh to ſee it modelled into 
a Petite-piece. The Advice of a ſingular Conqueſt, ob- 
tained over Spain, in the Year 1762, influenced me 


to attempt it. I thought the Scene might, not im- 


| probably, be laid there; and that ſome few Higts, 


tending to illuſtrate, and (as far as ſo ſmall a Produc- 
tion might be able) to perpetuate that glorious Ex- 


ploit, 


. 


i 
ploit, would, while popular Praiſe and Admiration was | 
alive and warm, attone for what Deſiciences might 
be found in the Conduct and Diction, men a kind of 
Undertaking being really new to _ | 


With chis View! the piece wis received, licenſed, 
| bear at Covent- Garden, the Winter before laſt— 
but the Diſturbances, which then happened at both 
Theatres, obſiry®ted the intended Performance. 


Ir now ſtands as a ſimple Fable, and may be con- 
ſidered merely as the Story of the SrANIsH Lapy 
brought forward into View. If, in the principal Scene 
between the Engliſh Officer, and the Lady, I have not 
wholly deſtroyed the pathetic Simplicity of my Origigal, 
I ſhould hope, with the Aſſiſtance of the Muſic, (which 

haz been ſelected under the Inſpection of an eminent 

- Compoſer) that the Piece may not be found un-enter- - 

oP wining to a delicate, and a feeling Mind. Wherever 
I æcould, I have uſed the very Words of the Ballad, 
which, for the Satisfaction of a curious Eye, I have 
hereunto annexed. | 

In this plain Dreſs, my ProduQtion now u to the 
Candour of an Engliſh Audience, 


And is, 
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f 2 Won ruv, a noble Engliſh Officer, Mr. Mattecks, 
Major HEART v, Mr. Perry, 


A fea LixurzxAux, Mr. Dunſtall, 


J Enzxoy, , Mr. R. Smith, 
| „ SOLDIERS and SAILORS. 


WOMEN. 
Ex vin A, the Lady, Te : Mrs. Mattocks, 
14 Anna, her younger Siſter, Miſs Valois, 
A DukNNA, Mrs, White, 
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8 T. I. dann I. 


An ENSIGN, and a SEa LIEUTENANT meet, attended by 
SOLDIERS and SAILORS: 


Ens1GN, 


1 IEUTENANT) good Morrow. You're not 

L S blown away then ! Prythee how did your Veſ- 
ſel weather out that dreadful Hurricane laſt 
Night? N 


LiEUTENANT. 


Why tolerably well, at laſt. And yet 1 thought, ſome- 


times, we ſhou'd never have crack'd Biſcuit again. In 
all the Voyages I have made, (and I have rode out 
many a hard Gale) I never was ſo near going to the 
Bottom, You Landmen, now, lie ſafe enough. 


B FNs$tGN, 


| 
| 
3 


THE SPANISH LADY. 


Ens16N. 


1 don't know what you mean by ſafe; hi Devil 
cou'd not have flept in ſuch a Storm! T'11 ſwear, the 
Fort ſhook about our Ears with ten Times the Vio- 
lence it did, when the Mine was ſprung, and I was more 
alarm'd. Yet, Lieutenant, that was no trifling Work. 


LIEUTENANT. 


Trifling ! No, faith ; for that reſolute Dog, the Go- 
vernor, laid about him, like a Devil. | 


5 


iſt. SOLDIER. 


Poor Fellow ! It fo griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee 


him, when the cowardly Raſcals had all left him, oblig'd 


to give up his Sword, that I cou'd have cry'd for him, if 
J had not thought it a Shame for a Soldier in Action. 


2d. SOLDIER, 


Ay, but, Ben, ſhall you ever forget our Commander”s 
Uſage of him, upon that Occaſion ? I cod! *tis my O- 
pinion, the Governor was not very ſorry to loſe his 
Friends, many he found ſo good an Enemy. 


Lb 


Enſign, can you tell me where your good Commander, 
Worthy, is? I have a Meſſage to him from our Admiral. 


EnsS1GN. 


I expect him here every Moment. He went to the Go- 
vernor's juſt now, and ſaid, he wou'd return ſoon, I am 
waiting freſh Orders, 


LIEV- 


THE SPANISH LADY. 


LIEUTENANTe 


0 I'll bear you u Company—— 


ENSIGN. 


In the mean Time, prythee, lets have Tom's Song, 
that he wrote upon the Action. | 


LIEUTENANT. 


III oblige you as Fm as I can, | Lads, remember to 
chime in. 4 


SONG. 


1 


Cheer ev'ry Morn, with loud Huzzas, 
Nov the great Work is ended, 
Me have acquir'd immortal Praiſe, 
L 1 Ev'n by our Foes coramended ; 
Each honeſt Heart Succeſs has crown'd, 
Pleaſure rewards our Toiling ; 
And' where, of late, fell Slaughter frown'd, 
Mercy and Peace fit ſmiling. | 
Chor, Each honeſt heart, &c. 


II. 


Late were yon well-deſended Tow'rs 
Guarded by Death and Dangers: 

But ſuch a Cauſe, ſuch Leaders as ours, 

hade us to Fear be Strangers: 


B 2 „ 


F J 2 
: 


True SPANISH LADY. 
Now ſhall our Names, and Honours ſtand, 
Pair'd in the gallant Story; 
Whether we fight, by Sea, or Land, 
Brothers alike in Glory. 
Chor. Now ſhall our Names &c. 4 


ben the Chorus, the Soldiers and Sails at Hands 


4 Exs IW. | 

Thank you, Lieutenant det you've juſt done in 

Time, for here's your good Commander. 
| All SOLDIERs. 
Bleſs the hone Heart of him ! 


Enter WorTHY. 


: 


; L1EUTEN ANT. 


The Admiral, Sir, defires your immediate Anſwer to 
| this.——{delivers a e * 


He may depend on their Ming en Board by Noon; 
If at Leiſure, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee hit, in the Even- 


ing, at my Quarters. 
LiEUTENANT. 


u ve ſure tg let him know it, Sir, [Exif. with Sailors, 


WorTHr. 


Enſign, a Word, Have you ſeen the poor Widow, and 
her Children to Day | ? 


Exsiow. 


*. 


Tax SPANISH LADY. 
: Exsiw. 


T have, Sir,—The Children are all purely, except the 
Eldeſt, who ſeems chain'd to her Mother's Chair; Tis hard 
to ſay, which of the two has ery d moſt, When I gave her 


the Purſe, ſhe wou'd have expreſs'd her thanks, but her 


Amazement, a while, prevented her. At laſt ſhe had juſt 
ſighed out your Name, when J produced her poor dead 
Huſband's Watch, which I diſcover'd, laſt Night, at George 
Ravage's; the very ſight of it threw her into ſuch an A- 
gony, that I was oblig'd to leave it in her Lap, and run 
off. It was too much for me. 


You give me Pleaſure to hear you fay ſo. Good Mor- 
row, good Enſign, When you repeat your Viſit, only 
caution them never to diſcover mts Name: and let it, on 
your part, be kept equally Secret. * 


"Ems IGN. 


Tu be 4 to obſerve you with Care, Sir; you have ne 


farther Commands, at t preſent! 25 


WorrTHY. 


None, but to deſire you will he early enough with me 
in the Morning, that we may have ſufficient Time for the 
_ Charitable Duties we are engag'd in. 


ENSIGN. 


You may depend upon me, Sir, I receive your Orders 
with Pleaſure, Good Morrow, Sir, [ Exit. with Soldiers. 
WorRTHY. 


\ 
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Tur SPANISH LADY. 

_ WenrThy. 
Eoben, your Servant! I like this young Fellow. 
Neadineſs and Satisfaction, with which he r dhe 8 
good Action, are ſingularly agreeable. Such à Diſpoſi- 


tion reflects Pleaſure on itſelf,” and doubles every Favour to 
the Object it obliges.— How truly valuable in a Soldier, 


when Succeſs has crown'd his Arms 


SONG. 
A Triumph, that never can fade, | 
In the Conqueror's Boſom muſt ſpring, 
When conſcious he duly has paid, 
| His Debt to his Country and King ; 
But a Pleaſure, ſurpaſſing it far, 1 
| The ſweeteſt the Heart can receive, 
Is, to ſuccour the Victim of War, 
nk the State of the Wretched. relieve, | 


Enter HearTy, 


So, Major, you haye finiſh'd your Vint. Well, wil 
you return, and dine with. this good F amily ? I have pro- 
mis d myſelf to them. 


HEARTY» 


Not to Day, Sir; I have ſome Engagements, which, I 
think, will not releaſe me Time enough; beſide, I have no 
great Pleaſure in ſeeing the poor _ dine upon looking 
at you. 


WorTHY. 


| Again! You will ſtil perſiſt in that Miſtake | 
; HEeaR- 


res SPANTSH LADY, 


Hiawpy, 


No Miſtake, indeed; Sir, Het Confuſſon when you 
enter the Room; unceaſing Sighs 1 your Stay, At- 
tention your: 995 om — 


* 
- 9 


wonrnr. 3 


All eafly to be accounted for. Her obſequious Re- 
gard to one, whom ſhe cannot look on, yet, but in the 
Light of her Conqueror ; her hourly Anxiety for her Fa- 
| ther's Situation, his Wounds not promiſing ſo favourably, 

as might be wiſh'd.—A thouſand ene nay be 
mages of her Ben words ee N 


Haar. R 


All, ſurely, conducing to bote KG Truth of what 1 
ſay. | "+8 5; 5 : 
Won rv. 


To me it does not appear ſo; ner can I yet, with all 
you can ſay, give into the idle Vanity, of indul ng ſuch 
Notions, as would be inconfiflent with my Prince 
and Situation. 


WOO” 4 


Your Principles, indeed, I am no Stranger to; nor am 
I wiſhing you ſhould break thro* them; all I preſume to 


urge is, that, if you were nme ſo to do, here is à fair 
Occagon ofter'd Te 


Worthy 


. 


| # Tur SPANISH LADY. 
; 


r | ; 
bt WoRTHY. 


** | 
| [! Ti an Experiment, I ſhall not be induc'd to make; yet, 
j * were Lever ſo ſtrongly inclin'd to it, it muſt be Length of 
Time, and very plain Circumſtances, alone could con- 
1 | vince me of the Fairneſs of ſuch an Occaſion. I cannot 
| | bear that cruel Miſinterpretation of a Woman's Behaviour, 
i l which ſuppoſes her Good-humour, and Affability, can 
| have no End but Love. ET i 
SONG. 
| | bY” I. | 
wich ScornIview that Inſe&t-Race, 
118 Who blemiſh Woman's faireſt Grace; 
ö ; Thoſe Flutt'rers of an Hour : 
1 In wanton Miſchief, who deſtroy, - 


| | Good humour's early-opening Joy, 
1 - Sweet as the May-morn Flower. 
| | II. 
: Shake, Shake them off, ye Fair, in hafte, 
They poiſon ev y Bud they taſte, 
1 | And ſtray but to devour: 
I i 3 Oh, may they ne'er ſucceſsful be, 88 8 5 
14 Nei er ſip the Bloom of Beauty's Tree, 
Sweet as the May-morn Flower ! 


III. 


_ Give me, great Love, my Fay'rite one, 
I tune the Note to her alone, 


Her 


Tus SPANIS H 'LAD y 
Fiat Her Truth my conſtant Theme; 
With her, may ev'ry Hour of Life 
Flow ſweetly on, unvex'd with Strife, 
Smooth as the gliding Stream! 
WT OE [Excunt.] 
8 CEN | nag CHAMBER. 
EL,viRa, diſcover d writing, after a Pauſe, riſes. 
ELVIRA. | | 


How many Doubts perplex me | Yet what have I to 
apprehend ? The Greatneſs of his Soul, and Gentleneſs of 
his Diſpoſition, leave no Room for Fear. He muſt be 
conſiſtent : And, ſhou'd his Judgment condemn, his De- 
licacy cannot but forgive a Weakneſs, which his own Vir- 
tues have given Birth. to, | 


SONG. 
I. 
Not caught by the liking alone of an Eye, 
Do I languiſh in ſecret, and heave the fond Sigh, 


By Paſſion, and Virtue, at once, I'm undone, 
And Reaſoh compleats all that Love had begun. 


II; 


Tho' lovely his Air, and inſpiring his Look, 
As the Ray of the Morn, when it plays on the Brook, 
Yet both of them far leſs engaging I find, 
Than the Ray of that Glory,that beams from his Mind: 


Why muſt ſuch exalted Goodneſs be fatal to me alone? 
to every other Breaſt he brings Eaſe, and Satisfaction, ta 
C me 


Tag SPANISH LA D v. 


me Heavineſs, and Deſpair. If all of his Nation are like him, 

how happy the Women, that are united to them! Even 
to his Foes he ſhews ſo lovely, that his Beneficence, and 
humane Care of all around him, make him appear rather a 
Father, than a Conqueror. The Hours that he has ſat by 
my Father's Bed, conſoling him, and the ſweet Means he 
has us'd to dry my Mother's Tears I'll heſitate no lon- 
ger; I cannot be deceiv'd in him. | 

8 | [goes to fit down] 


Enter ANN Ar 
ANNA. | 
My dear Sifter, I am glad I have found you. — What, 
crying again ? | 
ELviRa. 


No, my Sweet, I am not crying now. 


ANNA. 


Ay, but yqu have been, I'm ſure; for your Eyes look 
as red! Do, my dear Siſter, tell me what you do it for. 
There muſt be ſome Reaſon—You never us'd to do ſo. 


ELVIRA. 


Pather's Life is in Danger, and our Town in the Hands 
of our Enemies? | | 


ANNA. 


ANNA. 


Nay, my Papa is much better how; and for the Town — 
I have always been told, Siſter, that Enemies were proud 
and cruel; but theſe People are as friendly, and kind, as 
you are to me. And, I'm ſure, one of the Captains beat 
his own Man ſoundly, in the Street, t'other Day, only 
for offering to hurt Wy little Lap-Dog. 


ELVIRA. 


My ſweet, the Cruelty is all over now; and Engliſh 


People never hurt their Enemies, when once they have 
ſubdued them. 


ANNA, 


No, indeed, I think we are as happy, as ever we were; 
and they are very pretty People. Dear, how I love to 
look at the Gentleman at Table ! What low Bows he 
makes! And how good-natur'dly he ſmiles! Well, if ever 


I live to be marry'd, I. hope 1 ſhall have juſt ſuch a 
Huſband as he i is, 


[Elvira turns away concern'd.] 


Siſter, I hope I han't faid any Thing to offend you; I 
can't bear to ſee you ſo. 


ELVIRA. 


No, my iewle.Dear, you can't offend me. 


ANNA. 


Indeed, I wou'd not, if I knew it. What can be the Mat- 


ter with you? I'll be whipt if you han't Icarnt to cry of Tb I 


the Gentleman, 


" 


C4 ELv1iRa 


Tur SPANISHLADY., 


ELVIRA. 


Go, you little Trifter, Soldiers never en. - 


ANNA, 


| No? I vow I ſaw him myſelf wipe his Eyes, as he went 
out of the Room, the Morning the Doctor give my Papa 
over; and I heard Papa himſeſf tell my Mama, that he 
thought he did fo, when he gave him his Sword again, after 
the Fight ; for that he turn'd away his Head, and cou'd 
hardly ſpeak.” . 


ELVIRA. 


Oh, the 211 Heart of him ! He was ny, my Dear, 
to ſee my Papa hurt. 


ANNA. 


But what are you ſorry for? Deuce take me, but a 
thought's come into my Head, if I were not afraid you 4 
be angry. 


ELyIRA.) 


| 5 
I won't, my kttle 11 tell me. 


ANNA. 
Pl} be whipt, if you don't love the Gentleman. 


ELVIRA. 
0 The Gypſey — Why ſo, a how ſhou'd you 
=> know any Thing of Love? ''7 * | 
"—_ | | ANNA» 


Tux SPANISH LA D v. 


I don't know, to be ſure; but, I think, I can gueſs a 
little, Em not ſuetræ Shifd as that, neither. 
Jo £9 10 tf 
SONG. 
I 


Ive heard, when down the Maiden's Cheek 
The Chryſtal Tears are falling, 
And Sobs prevent the Tongue to ſpeak, 
The Heart is paſt recalling : 
That Cupid then, at every Moan, 
Will bolder grow, and bolder ; 
Yet this I can but gueſs alone, | 
Till Pm little Older—no ! 
Till I'm a little Older. 


IL 


That then ſhe'll languiſh, pine, and weep, 
Till ſhe her pain diſcever, 
And not a ſingle Inſtant keep 


At Diſtance from her Lover; 
Nor ever feel a Moment's Eaſe, 


Till in his Arms he fold her; 
But this I may do more than gueſs. _ 
When I'm a little Older — Sure 
When I'm a little Older. 


ELVIRA. 


My ſweet Nele Companion, now is your happieſt State, 
i you did but know it, You are wiſhing for the Hour, 
| 5 | that 


128 


Tur SPANISH LADY. 


/ 


that may be fatal; Ago to your un{kilful Mi 

Dream of perfect Hyppigeſ's s Pains, a Fg 
Yardoo Idea oh an * w\'em 

-$ ONG. 


Ah me, what Pains inveſt the Heart, 
Where Love has fix'd his rankling Dart ! 
Wiſhing—yet dreading to diſcover 

T'ts Torment to the heedleſs Rover! 
Endleſs Groans thoſe Pains confeſſing, 
Paſt conceiving, paſt expreſſing; 

Silent ever doom'd to languiſh, 

Till, it, hopeleſs, break with Anguiſh ! 


ANN A. 


Pve interrupted you tho' with my Nonſenſe—I'Il go, if 
you pleaſe, Siſter, and leave you to finiſh your Writing. 


ELvIRA. 


My dear, I can do that, without your going. 
(4s ſhe goes to the Table, Anna recalls her.) 


ANNA. 


O, Siſter, pray is Writing a Sign of Love? 


| ELVIRA. 
Why, my Ghild ? lens N 
Axx A. FT | 
| Why, if it is, 1 wiſh ha Gentleman is not in love, 
ELVIRA, 


Tus S PAN ISH L APD v. 
| _ ELvIRA., 
Ha! Why, Auna? 


= 
ANNa. 


Becauſe I ſtood by him Yeſterday, while he was 


folding up ſome Papers, and, I do k believe, he 
had filled twenty Sides. 


ELVIRA. 


In all my Diſtraction of Mind, that Fear never oc- | 
curr'd to me. How do our Paſſions blind us ! Could 
Virtues, like his, fail of Attraction? and have not En- 
gliſh Ladies peculiar Charms? Shou'd it be fo, I am loſt. 


If not, my only Hope is here. I'll not delay a Mo- 
ment. | (Gong, Anna again recalls her.) 


ANNA. 
O, Siſter, one Word more. 


ELVIRA. 
What now, you 'Frifter ? 
A | 
ANNA. 


Why you have not Time to write now, for Dinner's 


ready, and the Gentleman has been. waiting in the Par- 
lour, this half Hour, 


ELVI RA. 


Tux SPANISH DAD F. 
ELviRa. 


Wav $3 not you te!] me before? You vide heedleſs 
Ce iat do you expect? 


ANNA. 


Wh;, that you'll go to him directly, Siſter ; but don't 
ſay I rept you: For I wou'd not have him angry with | 
me, for ever ſo much. 


ELVIRA. 


SONG. 


To thee, bright Queen of Love, 
I thus addreſs my Pray'r ; 
In Pity, my fond Suit approve, 
And make Diſtreſs your Care; 
Oh! pierce the Boſom of the Youth, 
And bid it bleed, like mine; 
With Gratitude, and endleſs Truth, 
Il deck thy ſacred Shrine. [Exit,] 


ANNA. 


Yes, I thought ſo.——The Murther's all out. Yet I 
don't know, ſome how or other, what my Siſter ſays about 
Love, don't ſeem like the Song, Mamma taught me ; and 
which ſhe is ſo fond of, becauſe Papa made it for wry 


Juſt after they were marry'd. 
SONG, 


Taz SPANISH LADY: 


SONG. 
| 3 


Great is the Treaſure, 
When cooing, 
And wooing. 

We hope for no Pleaſure, 
But that of our Love 


II. 


Yet more Sincere, 

More tender and dear, 
When coying, 
And toying, 

Hearts wanton in Pleaſure; 
No Doubt can remove. 


III. 


When once the tender Sigh diſcovers 
The ſoothing State of mutual Lovers; 
Then ev'ry Day 
In Bleſſing, 
Paſt gueſſing, 
(Each Hour confeſling, 
Their Fondnefs encreaſing,) 
Oh! how ſweet it flies away, 
On downy Pinions gay, 
How ſweet away 


D 


[Exit.] 


ACT. 


FF TINS 2 Lt pre 24 om 


Taz SPANISH LADY. 


A T. . 


SCENE, a Hall in the Governor s- Houſe. 
Enter WoRThyY, with Orders in his Hand. 
WORTH V. 
CARR H E welcome Orders are. come, at laſt; and 
T * I may now hope to be compleatiy happy; 
N * my Duty properly diſcharg'd, I may expect 
ſuch a Welcome, as a gracious King never fails to be- 
ſtow on an honeſt Subject. In that Name let me be allow'd 
to pride myſelf! A Monatch's Smiles are a Soldier's 
publick Praife, and Reward. Yet a nearer Bliſs re- 
mains to crown his Fatigues, and recompence his 
Dangers. Love, —Love by which the Active are inſpir'd, 
and ſupported ; the Sluggard only it cnervates. My Heart 
js now impatient for the ſweet Moment of my Arrival ;for 
the glorious Opportunity of proving my Conftancy to 
my dear HARRIET H;]; of devoting to her the Truth, and 
Affection, which by Merit, mare more than by Vows, 
ſhe is juſily entitled to, 


SONG. 


The conſtant Mind with Pride o'erflows, 

To ſee its Joys, and Triumphs near; 
And with redoubl'd Tranſport glows, 
ö To crown the Fair with Truth ſincere; 


/ 


Not ſuch, as, in Deſire alone, 
The vain and fickle Heart can prove, 
But ſuch as Virtue ſmiles to own, 


The dear Reward of gen'rous Love. [Exit.] 


A CHAMBER, 


Tas SPANISH LA D'Y. 
SCENE, a CHAMBER. 
Enter ANNA, 


ANNA, 


I have been thinking, ever ſince Dinner, if my Siſter 
ſhou'd marry this Gentleman, and go to his Country, they 


might take me with them; and then how pure that wou'd 
be, to ſee ſuch Numbers cf fine People, all as pretsy as 


he ! And I might get one of them for my Huſband, may 
be, as well as ſhe, When Ea-big- enough Oh, that wou'd 
put me, out of my little Wits. J hear it is a ſweet Place, 
They have no Nunneries, nor Locking up there, but a!l 
the People do juſt what they pleaſe. | 


SONG. 


I, 
If I had Riches at my Will. 
And Freedom at Command ; 
Of Pleaſure I wou'd take my Fill, 
And ſee the Engliſh Land, 
Oh, how happy, how happy, I then ſhou'd be ; 
From jealous Dons, 
And ſurly Ones, 
And from a Nunnery Free. 


II. 


And then, might I but pick and choſe, 


What Huſband I wou'd have; 
No Tyrant ſhou'd my Heart abuſe, 


I'd have a Briton brave; | | 
D 2 | Ant 


And how happy, how Wey I then ſhou'd_ de! 


From jealous Dons, 
And ſurly Ones, 
And from a Nunnery free. 


Enter DoExNA. 


DukxxA. 

Ay, my Dear, you may as well leave off your ſinging, for 
here's ſad News. There are Orders come, for the Gen- 
tleman, and all his Men to go home. He has taken leave 
of your Papa, and Mamma, and ſent me to look for you, 
and your Siſter. : 


% 


ANNA, 


Home:? What, to England ? O dear] Sure he need not 
go, whether he will or no. 


1 


DuENNA. 


Oh, but he muſt. The King bas ſent for him; and 
then they never wait to be bid twice. He muſt go aboard 
this after Afternoon. Beſides you know very thing has been 
prepared ſome time, and they only waited for ſailing Orders. 
He's waiting for you in the Parlour. Do, my Dear, go 
look for your Siſter, and tell her. I muſt go back to your 
Papa. He is a great deal worſe, ſince the News came. 


[Exit,] 
ANNA, 


Indeed, I can't' go look for, nor tell her neither, I am ſo 

| ſorry; ; and he lov'd me ſo dearly ; If he had but been mar- 
ry'd to my Siſter, before he went, Here ſhe comes 
How fhall I tell hep? ching] 


E nter. 


4 \ 
1 


Tux SPANTI SH LA D v. 


Enter ELVIRA. 


ELV IRA. 


ANNA, my dear, what's the Matter ? 


ANNA, | 
: Oh, Siſter, I can hardly ſpeak for crying ö 


Ker ELVIRA. 
Why, my fweet, what has befal'n you ? 
ANNA. 


The Gentleman's going. 


ELVIRA. 
Going! Where ? 


ANNA, 


Home, to his own Country. And he muſt go direQly. 


ELVIRA. 
The Blow, I long have dreaded, now has ſtruck me 
No Time for Reaſon : Diſtraction and Deſpair aſſiſt me! - 
SON G. 


Hence, coy Reſerve ! no more PI bear 
This endleſs Heart-conſuming Care, 
But ſpite of Shame, and Fear, diſcloſe 
My inmoſt Soul, with all its Woes ; 
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Siſter; I'm ſorry for myſelf, —I can't bear the Thoughts 


Tur SPANISHLADY. 
His Pity only can remove © . 
Theſe bitter Pangs, and ſooth my Love. [Exit, 
ANNA, 


Yes, I thought how it wou'd be. I'm ſorry for my 


of loſing him, he lov'd me ſo dearly, and was ſo good 
to me. | 


SONG. 
F : 
Ah, Siſter, where's thy Lover? 
And where my nn Joy ? 


How ſoon the Hopes are over, 
That did my Thoughts employ ! . | 


II. 


Juſt ſo I've ſeen, when toying, 
With Cards I've rais'd a tow'r, 
A Moment's Breath deſtroying 
The Labour of an Hour. DLExit. 


SCENE, à Parlour, 


Enter Wok rx confusd, ELviRA following. 


ELVIRA. 


Nay, do not ſhun me; the fatal Truth is told; reflect, 


and pity me.—I know that Decency, Reſerve, Delicacy, 


al condemn me, yet do not you. Think what the 
| Heart 


_— 


Tus SPANISH LADY. 


Heart ans feel, that dares Condens em. I. is Death 


to loſe you. 


SONG. 


Ah, ſee, with what Torture my Boſom is torn |! 
For Pity, don't leave me, 
In Abſence to grieve me, 
. Forlorn, and deſpairing, the long Day to mourn 
The 22 of 195 e . no more * return. 


8 


This is an unexpected Stroke, My Heart is afflicted 
with her Diſtreſs.— What can I ſay? 


ELVI NN! 


Yet you turn away; yet you are cruel ! I have been 
wrong, and you think meanly of me; if it be ſo, let me 
hear you ſay it. —Blame me, revile me, do mY thing 
but leave me. 


WoRTHY. 


She perplexes, and un-mans me. How ſhall I anſwer? 


I almoſt wiſh now, that had paid ſome Regard to Hearty's 
N 


EI vIRA. 
Am I not worth a Word? 


WoRTHY. 


"Think not ſo meanly of me, deareſt Lady, as that I 
can be inſenſible to the Honour you propoſe. I feel it all, 
and, 


nenen 


Tus SPANISH LADY. 
and, with Gratitude, acknowledge it; but what Return 
is in my Pow'r? You forget I am your Country's Foe. 


ELVIRA. 

Vou have forgot it long. To your unparallelled Vir- 
tues, we owe all that can make us happy. Such Foes 
as you, might reconcile Savages,— With our City, you 
have ſubdu'd our Minds. Treat them with equal Ten- 
derneſs, and poſſeſs what you have ſo nobly gain'd, 


SON G. 


Wor THY. 


Forbear your Plaining and Diſtreſs, 

Ah ftop that ſpeaking Tear! 
If I create your Heavineſs, 

Wou' d I had ne'er come here 


ELVIRA. 


Bleft be the Hour, the Moment bleſt, 
When firſt your Fleet was ſeen ! 


If as a Foe our Shore you preſt, 
Right gentle have you been. 


1 

Let not me, alone, experience your Cruelty. Mildneſs, 
and Indulgence, are your Nation's Virtues. Shew them 
now to me. ö 


WorrTur. 


What wou'd I not do, dear Lady, to relieve your Aﬀ- 
fiction? Yet, reſle& a little, I muſt ſully my Fame for 
ever 


Ta SPANISH LADY, 
ever, were it ſaid at my Departure, I robb'd your City 
of its Pride, and e Father of his Happinefs. © + +: 
ELV K. 
| Without a Bluſh would I proclaim my Paſfion ; my 
Eagerneſs to accompany you. My Father knows, and 


loves your Virtues. You have made yourſelf ſo dear to 
him, that he cou'd not but be proud of your Alliance. | 


| | Worry. 
ve * 1 Lady And amid ſo rude: a a | 
| as ELVIRA. | 


My Sex "Bar diſguiſe. I wou'd dreſs me like a Page, 
and attend you thro* the hardeſt Fortunes, you cou'd 'en- 
counter. In the ſevereſt Extremities, to hear you, to look 
on you, wou'd be Comfort and Happineſs: and in my 
Perſeverance I wou'd rival Engliſh Conſtancy, and Aﬀec.. 
tion, 


SN GG 
WorrTar. 


1 Yet ink what Perils may ariſe, 
When Tempeſts blow from angry Skies; 
Where Danger wakes eternal Fears, 
And Death in ev'ry Blaſt appears. 


ELVIRA. 


With thee, the hardeſt Woes T'll ſhare, 

With thee the keeneſt Fortunes hear; 

From every Doubt and Terror free, 

My Life, with Rapture, loſe for thee, 
(hes. As 2 Pi 


Tax SPANISH LADY. 


I'll wait on all your Steps with M Duty; and 
if Wealth can make me worthy— 


Wonkrgyr. 
It ſhall be ſo !—To diſguiſe it longer, wou'd be diſ- 
honeſt. Deareſt Lady, Oh forgive me, while I declare a 
fatal Truth. It is not in my Power to accept your prof- 
fer'd Love, without making myſelf the worſt of Villains, 
J left behind me, in England, a ſweet Woman, to whom 
I have ſworn to devote every Hour, and every Bleſſing of 
Life. In early Youth, our Vows were plighted : Her 
Conſtancy and Merit, deſerve more, much more from 
me, than I can ever pay. Think not then I flight or un- 
dervalue your Deſert, if I fay, 1 muſt not hear you far- 
ther. | 
s oe. 
Attend, gentle Lady, nor deem me unkind, 
When I tell the unſhaken Reſolve of my Mind: 
Tho' your Fondneſs regret, let your Reaſon approve ; 
And, Qh, in your own, read the Strength of my Love . 
Not all the extenfive Allurements of Gain, 
Nor all the proud Titles, and Grandeur of Spain, 
Shou'd tempt me from Honour and Truth to depart, 
Or wrong, by falſe Vows, the Delight of my Heart, 


ELvIRA. 
I am ſatisfied. | 


163 . SONG, 
- nals thus I ſue for Favour, 
9 Oh forgive my fond Offence |. 
 Mildly look on that Behaviour, 
or + Which true Love did firſt commence ! f . 
Ty : Many 


* * 4 
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re SPANISH VADY. 


Who enjoys ſo true a Friend; 
Love his richeſt Bleſſings lend her !— 
Oft my Suit 1 make an End. 
Commend me to that virtuous Maid, Tell her my 
Diſtſeſs, but tell it favourably. Let her know I intreat 
ker Pa: don, for having even ignorantly attempted” to de- 
ſtroy ſuch true Happineſs. Let her not, on my Account, 
think amiſs of SraN isn Ladies. Modeſty and Virtue 
ad U them. My Errors, de not call them Crimes, at 
leaſt by you ſhould be forgiven. Them, and you, I ever 
ſhall lament, | 


Wonrur. 


* 


My Heart, generous Lady, bleeds for your ir Diſtreſs | 


Why i is my Eſteem all I can beſtow in n 


ELVIXA. 


One Mad more—that is not much—and I releaſe 


you to the Purſuit of your Bliſs. Theſe Jewels, theſe 
little Ornaments, which I ſhall now no longer need, give 
to that happy Fair. Let' them not be leſs dear, becauſe 
I ſent em. Let them teſtify my Wiſhes for a Continu- 
ance of her Bliſs, 


WorrTHy. 


This Bracelet only The reſt I muſt not, cannot touch, 
This will I preſent her, as a Token of your virtuous Aſ- 
feftion, which, when ſhe hears your Story, ſhe will en⸗ 
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TRE SPANISH LAD v. 


rich with a Tear, and lament you with the Tendernl 
of a Siſter, 


„ 


SONG., 

In my Friendſhip, hapleſs . 
Will 1 always hold you dar; 
Exer grateful, ever ready i 

To lament you with a Tear. 

When J let your gen rous Paſſion 

From my Memory depart; 
Love, with Anguiſh and Vexation, 
© Daſh my Bliſs, and kill my Heart 


ELVIRA. 


Farewell for ever. The Bleſſing of a broken Heart goes 
with you. For your dear Sake, deaf to Love, and all 
its Claims, within a Cloiſter will I hide my MOD and in 
Devotion ſeek Relief and Pardon. 


88 80 N G. 


| T. | 
When o'er the wide Deep, the ſpread Canvas I view? 
And ſend all my Soul out, in Wiſhes for you, 
All pale as J languiſh, 
Quite ſpent with my Anguiſh, 
If in my laſt Sigh your dear Loſs I deplore, 
Oh let me be pitied I aſk for no more. 


Yet 


Tun 8 PAN IS HEA D.Y; 
II. 


vet ho your promis d Joy be the Band of my Peace, 
If, Ages o'er Ages, my Woes CT ang 

My Heart ſorely rending, 

Devoutly when bendirig, 
For you; and your Fair One, this pray'r ru not miſs, 
Oh, ne' er may you know an Abatment of Bliſs Exit. 1 


WoRTHY. 


Unhappy Creature! Into what Depth of Sorrow has 
ſhe plung'd me! Her Afflictions have taken ſuch hold of 
my Heart, that my deareſt Hopes are huſn'd in Attention 
to them. [drum beats within.] Hark, I am ſummon'd— | 
Welcome Sound! Amid the Tranſports of my hone 
Soldiers, ll endeavour to loſe this Heavineſs of Spirit. 

Ear 


Shouts and Drum beats 
Enter LituTENANT and ENSIGN, with SOLDIERS * 
SAILORS. _ : 


Oe: 
"LIEUTENANT. 15 
. 


All Hands, breave Boys, for England, ho! 

All Hands brave Boys, for England, ho! 
Let us leave the Coaſt of Spain, 

And troop jolly back again, 

Once more to behold dear England ho! 


Chorus. Let us leave the Coaſt &c. TI 
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Taz SPANISHLADY. 
Me have fought the Cauſe of England ho! 
We have fought the Cauſe of England ho! 
With the fiery Spaniſh Dons, 
Wee have dealt like Honour's Sons, 
And, in Triumph, ſeek old England, ho! 


Chorus. With the fiery &e. 


The? we dearly Iove little England, ho! 
Tho” we dearly love little England, ho! 
Let Glory give the Word, 
And our Leader draw his Sword, 
And again we'll leave little England ho 
Chorus. Let Glory &c. 
ES | 2 
Enter WoRTHY. 
| Worrtnr, 


Well, my Lads, all ready ? 


2d. SOLDIER. 


All, All ready, pleaſe your Honour, Only waiting the 
Word of Command. — 


Wor THY. 


You have diſcharg'd all your Commiſſions, Enſign ? - 


ENSIGN, 


To the Momreſt Circumſtance, Sir; The Widow, and 


her Family, ſend Prayers, and Tears to you. . 
am 


Tu SPANISH LADY. 


WoRTHY. | a 4 2 
I am indebted to your Care, and will reward it. New, 
Lads, for the Crown of all your gallant Actions; they 


are ſtill freſh in the Minds of your Countrymen; and yo 
are going to receive the Praiſes of a King, and a Nation, 


who are ever ready to remember, and to reward the De- 
fenders of their Rights and Liberties. | 


1ſt. SOLDIER. 


'Tis a great Comfort,-to be fure, your Honour, to 
think we ſhall ſee our Wives, and Children again; but 
no matter for that, if you have any more Commands for 
us, lead us where you will: while we * a N *. 
we'll follow you. 


iſt, SAILOR. 


Ay, and we our gallant Admiral ;—He deſerves it fo 


well, I don't think there's a Toſs-up between 32 No . 


Offence I hope your Honour. 


2d. SAILOR, 
Well faid Jack let the King give us always ſuch Com- 


manders, and let your Officers, and ours, agree as well 


every where, as they have done here, and I'll be ſhot if 
we don't beat the World, 


WorTHY. | 2 
Brave, my Honeſt Hearts. You have diſcharg'd your 
Duties like Men,——And now for England 


Exit with HE AR Tx. 1 
SONG. 
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Tar SPANISH] LADY. 


S O N G. bo 
anvrzvanr. | | I 

Behold, my Lads, 2 riſing Gale, 

Propitious, fills the ſwelling Sail, 


Qur native Land ence more we'll hail ; 


And boaſt our Expedition; 
There tell, in every jocund Strain, 


Our Swords we have not drawn in vain, 
But made the Tow'rs and Fleets of Spain G 
Repent our Expedition. 


II. 


Wich Laurels, pluck'd in Glory's Bed, 


Wreath'd warm and wanton round the Head, 
Triumphant we'll the Streamers ſpread, 
And vaunt our Expedition. 


Each gallant Soul, ſecure from Harms, 
His Fair ſhall greet with open Arms; 


A Nation's Shouts, and Loves Alarms 
Shall crown our Expedition. 


. 


Thus England ſhall preſerve her Fame, 


Her Sons ſtill burn with Glory's Flame, 


And honeſt Death prefer to Shame ; 1 , 


So thrive each Expedition 1 
With Conqueſt all her Vallies ring, 
And every loyal Boſom ſing, 
In Loud Huzzas—God-bleſs the King ; 
And ſpeed each Expedition! 


— — <A en a .- — — rep pn n . 


OLD. FALLS». 
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8 PAN IS H. LADY 


2 * * e DM eee * 
| Me Quads XY 


W L. Penn hinclas a SPANISH Lady, | 
Ho ſhe woo'dian ENGLISH; Man? | 
Garments gay and rich as may be. | 
Deck'd with Jewels, ſhe had on: 32 | 
Of a comely Countenance, + 1 . We 
And Grace was ſhe; 2 41 5 8 9 
By Birth and Parentage, 61. oi 2 | 
Of high Degree. 1 f abt 4 


As his Pris'ner there he kept 5 of bt 
In his, Hands ber Life did lia: nr ff 

Cupid's Bands did tie them faſter 
By the Liking of an Bu 27 29051 ain 4 

In his courteous Company ß 
Was all her Joy; 5 2K 

To favour him in any thing 107 03 tf? 
She was not coy. ro 4 i 


But at length there came Commandment, to 
For to ſet all Ladies ſre·, 'F 
With their Jewels ſtill adorned, +14. 1) 
None to do them Inju x. 
Then ſaid this Lady mild, 

Full woe is me! 
_ Ob! let me ſtil) enjoy 


4 


My kind Captivity. 3 | 


= Gallant Captain, take ſome Piti guy 


On a Woman in Diſtreſs: a3 "a al 
Leaye me not within this City, 5 , 
For to die in Heavineſs, — | 

They have ſet this preſent Day 

My Body free, 2 5 

. my Heart in Priſon 1 n 
Remains with thee. _—_ 


n 


Why ſhould'ſt . love 8 
Whom thou knoweſt thy Country's Foe ? 
Thy faii Words make me ſuſpect - 2 5 
Serpeats lie where Flowers grow. 10 
All the harm I think on the, 
Moſt courteous Knightgd! , bal 
4 wiſh the ſame on e bis #114 ya 
May fully light. 10 285 105 


Bleſſed be the Time and Seaſon, 1: ud 2h 
*When you came on Spaniſh TOW —— 
I that you may our Foes be teriried} 

Gentle Foes we have pou found: 
Wich our City you have won 2302NW02 eit ad 
Our Hearts each onanmeeaeaeae e.. 


- 


Then to your Country bear away tel 1-048) off 
i your on. of 24 
Reſt you ſtill, you galant Lad, 


Reſt you ſtill, and weep no . $03 C7 10 
Of fair Lovers, you have Plenty, 
SPAIN doth yield you wondrous Store. 
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Sta beige with Kue. A 
We oft do find; | FF . CE, 


But Es croughour the World; a 


Are counted kind. | „ ALES n * 


— SJ 1 if {ft f Hat 1 125 19 N 
Leave me not unto a SAN IAR D, 33 1 
; | 
Thou alone enjoy ſt my Heart; 


I am Pving, young, and tender, = LET 2 
Love is likewiſe my Deſert, _ 
Still to ſerve thee Day and Night, Ms bg rr it 


My Mind is preſt: N 6 
The Wife of gs In" e 
Is ſurely bleſt. 5 A 


It would be a Shame, fair Lady, ade b. TY 


For te bear a Woman hence: 
Engliſh Soldiers never carry © * 1 
Any ſuch without Offenſde. "Vo 
I will quickly change 0 G eee 

If it be ſo, 571. N 
And like a Page will follow. thee, . 1 

Wheree' er you go. e | | 
I have neither Gold nor Silver, 14 Wn A vIrt 40 
To maintain you in this Caſe, * FL 4 5 
And to travel is great Charges, © 

Which you know in ev'ry Place. ho. 
My Chains and Jewels every one e 


Shall be thy own, | ef 350 
And eke ten Thouſand Pounds in Gul, | 
Which 2 unknown. 


2 2 +» <4 9 
5 * * 75 LS l 2 - 
yy I * S 3 A 
” : 3 Fs 
Ls 1 "> Ir? 
* _ 4 
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5 On the Seas are Ds, | his AI 
Many Storms do there ariſe, egg 
Which will be to Ladies fatal. 
And force Tears from watry Eyes. . 
Well, in Troth, 1 hall endure 
Extremity; ; | 
For I could find in ay „Heart to doe AIG 
My Life for thee. . . po 5 


120 I 
Courteous Lady, leave this wacker 45 am 
Here'comes all that breeds this Sui, 1 
Tin Excl AND have alreaddꝰ/̃x 7 
A ſweet Woman to my Wiffdſmme. 
I will not falſify my Vow. , | 
For Gold nor Gain, oo © OF 
Nor yet for all the faireſt Dames , TICS Nite 
Which are in SPAIN. C 
. 0 


Oh! how happy is that Woman 
WM bo enjoys ſo true a Friend! 
Many Days I pray God fend her, wy n . 

Thus of my Suit I make an End: — | 18 
on my Knees I Pardon craoye 

For this Offence, - 1 ie 
- Which Love and true AfteQion | 
Did fi. ſt commence. 


F474 af 1 vay 1; a 
end me Fan . 
Bear to her this Chain of Gold. 
With theſe Bracelets, for a _ 93-943 br 

ing that I was ſo hold : off} 
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Al my Jewels in like — 

Take thou with thee 

For they are fitting bs. Wiſe, 
But not for me. 


Iwill ſpend my Days in Prayer, 
Love, and all his Laws def: 
In a Nunn'ry, I will ſkrowd me 

Far from any Company. 

But ere my Prayers have an End, | 
Be ſure of this, Se "MY 

To pray for thee, and thy Lady | 
I will not miſs. 


Thus farewell, thou gallant Captain, » 
Farewell to my Heart's Content. | 

Count not Spaniſh Ladies wanton, 
Tho' to thee my Heart was bent. 


ff 2 All Joy and true Proſperity” : 5 
Remain with thee: 
The like thereof fall to thy Share, 
1 Moſt fair Lady! 
* 0 
; * 
* 
1 "He 


